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till morning.    This has been for some years my
best condition.

The accents of feverish obsession are in these
letters; they remind one of the Liber Amoris ;
the situation, with Rochester in the background,
has a touch of the extravagance, even grotesque-
ness, of the heroic tragedies themselves. The
passion ruined him, though; it drove him into
the army and abroad (thus giving us The
Soldier's Fortune), and in the end its consequences
probably killed him.

Certain of his plays held the stage for genera-
tions. Pace Mr. Summers, they are no more
likely to come back than The Mourning Bride.
An occasional revival of Venice Preserv'd for
single performances is certain, and is desirable;
however well it may be acted, nothing could
restore life to the Orphan, and not all Mr. Sum-
mers^ plaudits will make of Friendship in
Fashion (in spite of Lady Squeamish and Sir
Noble Clumsey) a play as well constructed and
racy as Wycherley's, much less Congreve's, We
may speculate as to what would have happened
to Otway in another age. Temperamentally he
was an Elizabethan born out of time, and there
was a good poet buried in him. He did the best
things best (the actresses liked him because he
gave them great moments) ; his Poet's Complaint
of the Muse has passages of simple nature, rare
in that age outside Flaxman and Cotton; the
verse in his plays is notably speakable, and in
the best passages has a simplicity and melody
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